On this page will be found some short
stories apropos of this day sent to Tax Dis-
paTcH by men and women whose names
sre familiar to evervone. No fitler intro.

duction could be given them than this
Christmas sentiment from E. W. Haltord,
Becretary to President Harrison:

A bappy Christmas is the rale, anything
#lse would be an exception. Christmas is
pot a nntional festival; it belongs to the
worid in recoguition of the Unspenknble
Gitt to all men. No human voice has better
pung its carel than that of Charles Dickens,
snd so, when the day comes, “‘God bless us
avery one™

KEPT HIS ENGAGEMENT.

———

Nat Goodwin's Fulm:kf Adventures on =
Clhristmas Nignt—Ho Met His Audienco
st the Eapense of Frost Bites and
Rrulses—An Uncompleted Bridge.

The most eveotinl OChristmas I ever
pussed was just one year age. We had
plaved in Utica Christmas Eve and were to

Jeave on an early mworning train for
Poushkeepsie. The ecompany eanght the
train sil right, but it was frightfully cold

und a blizzard was raging, I decided to
wait for a later train, which wontd resch
: y ikeepsie just about J o'elock. Instena
o! ciearing up, however, the atorm grew
worse, and the traia that I waited for never
eame. It was sialled in & drift ap the road
romewhere. 1 began to realize then that 1
was @ oold dav for me in more senses than
e,

1 tried to hire an engine, but didn"t sve-
oeed, for there wore none. 1 finally pave it
up in despair and went back to the hotel

George Appleton, my munager, was made
ot sierner stufl than I, however, and in
sbout two hours had organized a party of
stormbound  passengers sod  persoaded
ancther raiiroad to wake up & mwixed teain

and trv to el 1 ti.raug.‘n {0 the uneom-
pleted bridge at Poughkespsic. We would
L lauded on the opposite side of the river,
ther bt we could get noross to the
10 ferre, The depor was shout
three miles outside of Utica and it tosk us
tliree hours and guarier to reach it. There
fire in the ears'we secured and
wmighty fis in the enzine. At S8o'clock
Chrisimas 1t we wera domped ontl at the
lunding opposite Peughkeepsie.

Iie river was full of jagzed masses of
jce, and the ferrvboats bad been compelled
to stop ruunisg at G o'cleck, There was no
porsible wur of crossing except by the hall-
nnished gallread beidewe, and that was
d ut either end by watchmen, who
rders to allow no one to pass. More-
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o here wes no appreach to the bridge,
whose ice-clad butiress arose sbruptiy from
the river's edge 1o 4 beight of 10D feet or
I Tihe other passeogzers  stopped
aud songht shelter in =
hotel, 1 wanted to follow

ezample, but Appleton
in't Yot me.  He said we had gone
fnr to turn back then, asd besides a
¢ small Loy at thie hotel had oflered to
1% bow 1o elimbthe bri€ze. He was
wded in advanee, and then we set oug to
tle with fate. The small boy took the
Jend, Appleton followed him, 1 made atlose
third, and my valet, Jack, formed a kind of
rearcannd to loog alter my remains in ease

e, 1

of accident. Our small guide Jed us
clraighit to the hupe buttress of the bridge,
wiieh was boilt of massive blecks of stone

srranred in terrace form, from its broad
luse to ite narrow apex. These lerraces
were aliont 15 faet hizgh and covered with
jee and enos,. It was impossible for s man
to eimb them unsided, but the boy was
rquel to the ewergencs. Afier prowling
ubout for a tew minutes he found a ladder
which had beey used by the workmen 1
ean't begin to deseribe the difficulties and
gers of that climb. But st last we
bled to the top, with eclethes torn and
baods brojsed and bleeding. Fortunately,
the watchman was walking toward the mid.
dle of the bridge, snd we had a chanee for
o zpood start before he could stop us.  After
n whiort breathiog spell Appleton, Jack and
1 bezan onc perilous journey along the nar-
row footpath thut stretched wmecross the
~hnstly look*ne iron work. Bat before we
Lad reached the middle of the bridere the
vatchonn stopped us and ordered us to go
lack. We pleaded snd protested and
atyned, but it was no use He wouldn't
even tale 2 bribe. Hercupon the boy Jack
loudly called my attention to the fact that
the water looked awiully cold down below.
Appleton guickly added that uoder certain
circnmstances it would make an exeeilent
plunge bath, and I chipped in with a flip-
pant remurk sbout it being & three:to-one
Blntr

ihat watehman evidently thought we
itated wurder, or some equally desper.
ate grime, for his eyes feirly bulged trom
their sockets as be backed away from us ay
far as the prrrow footpmth would permir.
We brushed by him instantly and continned
on our wary withoot sny further interfer-

ence from him. The tntehmnh at the
other end of the bridge, nwever
proved of different metal was

% big as two of us and we didn’t
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dare to attempt any blufl with him. He
was even more obdurate than the ofher
fellow. It began to look as though all onr
isbor was to be in wain, when Appleton
whispered to me to run while he engaged
the watchman in conversation. Well, I
secoted, and so did Jack, but we dida"t
seoot inr, for we were brought to a suddea
standstill by the nbrupt termination of the
bridge at the buttresa. It was a sheer hun-
dred feet to the ground and there waus no
ladder. I gave it up again and could
have wept ascalding tears if it hadn’t
been ®0 eold  Appleton, however,
succeeded in  paciiying the  watch-
men  and eame to our resene with
grim determinstion in his stride. He
boldly jumped down the first terrace and
called upon Jack and me to follow. Jack
did so, but 1 bhesitated. Those 15 feet
seemed like a precipiee and the landing on
the pext terrace looked awfully bard ana
insecure. 1 dida't dare to jump, so I com-
promised by taking a kind of a tolwgﬁln
stide on my coat tall. It wasn't as exhil-
arsting or as fascinatiog as many other
siides I"ve hind, but it was quite as exciting.
In this way I reached terra firma in a some-
what dismantled condition. Incidentally I
bade a tearful goodby to my trousers next
day.

1t was sbout two miles from the bridge to
the Opera House and we had 1o foot it, be-
csuse there wasn’t o vehicle abroad that
pight. We ran most of the way to keep
trom freezing, and after frightening a couple
of women into hysteries, because they mis-
understood our bhurried request for informs-
tion, we arrived at the theater at 9:15and
proceeded with the performance. As there
was no time to change I went on just as
I was, looking like & scarecrow on a Maossa-
chusetis farm. The sandience was good
natured, though, wsud readily forgave me
when they learned what had happened. 1
ehell pever forget that trip snd I wouldn't
go through it again, even to elect Harrison.

Nar C Gooowix.

SANTA CLAUS SNOWBOUND.

Elln Wheeler Wileox Tells How One of Her
Emly Christmases Came Near Being a
Disappointment - A Brother's S crifice—
Watching the Brautifal Drifts,

The holiday season recalls to me one
Christmas moerning in my childhood, when
I nad sttained sbout iy seventh year I
was a devout believer in Santa Claus, or
*St Nicholas," as I was taught to cail the
dear myth. He Lad never been munifi-
cently liberal with me, but he had broaght
me each year many neosssities, in the way
of & new dress, aproo, hood and mittens,
with one or two luxuries like a bright col-
ored picturs book, a toy, & doll or a stick ot
candy.

As many as possible of these gifts were
stufled into my expeetant stocking, and the
remainder were arranged sbout it, usualiy
presenting quite an array.

Ido mot recollect that I ever received a
gift ot any other time of the vear, and my
anticipations of Xmas were naturally large
oues.  On this particular winter there had
been an unusval Izll of snow. A few days
before Christimas & heavy storm set in and
the suow fell incessautly, rendering the
Wisconsin prairie reads impassable. My
brother, who had been planninga trip to
town,14 miies distant, to obtain family snp-
plies, was obliged to abandon the ides, as
o vehicle or team could brest the huge
drifis

I beean to worry about the arrival of
“St, Nicholas” 1 believed that he jour-
neyed about in his gleigh drawn by rein-
deers, and I feared the blockade might in-
convenience him. To my consternation
my mother expressed similar doubts when
I mwentioned the matter. She =aid she
fearad he would find the roais impassable,
and hoped I would be reasonable §f such
proved to be the case. But I found it im.
possible to be reasomable eyen inm con-
templation of such a disaster. I talked of
nothing else. I watched the still !nllinE
snow tarough tears, and I questioned esc
grown member of the faniily concerniug
the probability of S:. Nicholas’ detention a
score of times a day. The morning preced-
ing Christmas the weather cleared, buot
came off wharp and eold. The drifts were
above the window wills on the west and
worth sides of the house.

I stood in & chair and gazed over wide ex-
panses of snow, stretehing away and away,
like white seas with drirt billows. Here
and there, widely scattered, a distant chim-
ney lified itsell like tne mast of a ship
Not u team passed the whole day. Oue or
two ueighbors climbed over the cresting
tops of the drifis aud hailed each other like
shipwrecked marioers, saying how impass.
uble the roads were, My disappointment
increased with the bours As pightfell I
pressed my face against the window pane
and peered into the darkness and listened.
I hoped against reason to ledr the jangle
ol approaching bells  With the falling of
night my mother kad grown hopeful and en-
couraging. She said 1t might be possible
that St. Nicholas wonld come on foot. She
had heardl of his doing so ina few instaness
Of course, in such cases he bronght very
few gifts, but he was expected to keep his
yeariy engagements by leaving some small
token.

I retired to my bed, cheered by this faint
hope. I hung up my stecking, as usual,
and tried to keep my eyes and ears open to
listen for the sound of St. Nicholas' foot-
steps, but I was soon sound aslesp.

1 awoke early, nag, sitting up in bed, I
glanced engerly at my stoeking. It hung
on the nail seemingly as limp us when I
placed it there. My beart sank in my
brgast.  There was vo array of parcels on
the Soor asin former yesrs. St Nicholas
bad uot come.

I arose with tears in my eyes and & lump
in wy throat and began 1o make my toilet.
The day loomed before me, long and lonely.
I bad drawn on one stocking nod resched 1o
take the other from the nail, when lol
somethung hard lay within it! and there
was & brillinotly illustrated copy of “Jobn
Gilpin’s Ride” roiled abont a stick of candy
—the barber pole eandy that to-day locks
more inviting to me than all the tempting
buxes of Huyler or Teonr. *

St Nicholas came afterall! Theo, aa I
coutinued with my toilet, light-hearted sod
Jjoyous, I found lLt the oild stubbed-ous
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shoes hiad been replaced by shining ecopper-
toed new ones, gnd my arhtmll Day was
very bright sand ﬁll(i.

Later in life I learned that my keen wsor-
row and disappointment so worked upon
my brother’s heart that he had ridden s
horse through and over knee-deep drilts to
the nesrest store, seven miles tant, and
brought home such trifies as his pockets—
already burdened with necessities for the
house—would contain.

ELtA WrERLER WILCOX.

MY EARLY CHRISTMAS.

Some remembrance of Christmnas, suffused
wiih delizht,

I bring mizyonr summons, for it thrills me
To- hics

Its fine anur drifts down from the doorway

o lile—

When tolive was ecptatic—whers trouble
and strife

Were unknown; and each day glided si-
lontly by

‘Neath th¢ clearest, unclonded, cerulean

Ghrilrirsu Eve I hung up, by the fireplace’s

side,

A mo:-lnln; capacious, Leseeching and
wide—

Never doubting the miracie, old with re-
nown,

Whith made Santa Claus drop the long
chimney down, &

To fill thiat receiver with comfits and toys

Expected by ull little girls and good boys.

Dia I sleen with such promise—I think with

one ayve, i
With the other I watchea te Good Saint to
desory:

never been surpassed by the ststely ocoa-
sions of maturer years, and more than ouce
our heart has longed for those happy davs.
The custom of ceremonious ealls on New
Year's Day did not obtain with us till later
but the day was not sllowed to pass
without celebration, wusually with a dinner
and daweing in the ewening, and

always with closing up of the aceonnts of

the old year and beginning the new with
many resolves that were broken and for-
‘gotten before the ides of many monihs had

passed over our hegda
Mgas. Jory A, LOGAN.

" HE RETURNED A HERO.

Amelin . Barr Tells a Story of a Prodi-
gal Son and His Welcome Home—The
English Victories st Khyber Pass Re-
ealled.

Christmas hes not only & personal flavor;
it bas & pational one, derived from some
event which at that time fills the publie
heart On Christmas, 1843, I was at Broom
Hall, Northumberland, a girl of 9 vears
old, precociously observant and sympa-
thetie; therefore trembling and weeping to
the great interest of the day—the sufferings
and dangers of the women and children
with the British army in Cabul. I had heard
the thrilling story of the struggle through
the frozen pass of Khoord-Cabul. I had
followed in imagination the heroic death of
the army who perished to a man there amid
its hooger, cold and treachery, and of the
women and children who as hostages and
prisosers were horried from fort to fort
while Generals Sale and Pollock and Sir
Richmond Bhakespeare were forcing the
Kbyber Pass for their relief, -

And just before this Christmas had come
the news that they hetl been saved—that
husbands snd wives and children had me:
again, while soldiers eheered aad the maunt-
ain train puns out royal salutes and
the English flug was once more get blowing
irom the Bala Hissar of Cabul. All the
talk was of these events, and sirange stories
were told of dreams and omens and pre-
sentiments relating tothem. And 1 liked this
better than the old cumbrous ceremonies
which were still kept intact in that lonely
hal), and which indeed greatly wearied the
*Squire, though he wougi not forbid them,
But as soon as  disner was over he escaped
to his privats parlor, where hie prop to
go comfortably to sleep as usual over his
evening paper.

But this night something awakened his
heart, and he could notshut his eyes ard
l’an:t. Twelve years before hisson Willy
had left him in & passion. His mother had
hoped and waiched, and died ealling him
home, but Willy had never auswered the
ecall—and he had now been forgotten, At
this day his father seldom remembered the
tace that had been so beloved, and his
sisters sighed and spoke of something else.

This Christmas night, the "Sgoire told us
alterward, be mulf not get Willy out of
his mind. He kept reminding himselt of
the lad—how he could run and wrestle and
ride and bunt, how the men envied hiwn and
the women loved him, aud bhow proud he
nimselt bad been ot lis besuty and clev-
erness. He hecame nervons with the iter-
ation of the sume thought, and finally took
the handkerchief off his faco and stoad up.
The room had grown dark and the fire low.
He rang for wood and a man entered with
an armful of ash logs. The 'Squire said:
““Is that vou, Baldr?" and the fellow au-
swered: *My nume is Willianw 1 bs anew
man, sir."

The loga began to blezs, ths "Squire

was almost as large as I, and the very first
use to which I rutiur}nhnof a steplad-
der. My ambition at that moment was
to reach tha lofty altitude of an arm ehair.
The drumhead, however, refused to sus-
tain me, and I fell through witha bang
How long I might have remained there it
is impossibls to say, for I never could have
extricated myself :.‘om.-. The hearty laugh
in which my tather indulged when he res-
ened me from my predicament isstill a
bright spot in my recollection.

I remember very distinetly a lt.ors that
my father once told me ahoit an incldent of
his own boylood. I had climbed upon his
knee one Christmas eve and asked for it
“‘What is the first Christmes that yon re-
member?"” was my question.

“Ob, it in & very long time ago,"” an-
swered my father. “Yonr grandiather gave
a dinner to his old friend, %)l.niel Webster.
Although I was scarcely out of dresses I
had been entrusted by the butler with the
very responsible funotion of decanting the
Mnderia. The manper in which I per-
formed the task was revealed later on,
when the great statesman, after sipping
his wine in evident dismay, wuldenly said:
‘MeUlellan, you were always noled for the
exorllence of vour Madeira, bnt thisis the
most extraordinary wine I ever tasted.” I
hope the spirit o‘lrsan Webster has forziven
me. In my zeal I had mixed the sherry with
his best pirn""

for it made s great impression upon we, oc-
curred some years T, A wil
almost to manhood. My father, older in
vears of course, was atill the same bright,
happy influence, filling the hours always
with the conseiousness of bis presence and
love. The chimes of a neigh*oring church
were rung at midnightto weleowe the anni-
versary of Christ’s birth. I had been up
very lale enjoying the hagpiueu of Christ-
mas eve, and hearing the bells I opened
the window to listen to tham. Directly be-
neath me I espied iy father, who was look-
ing out of the window, too,

“Hello!" 1 eried. **Whatsre yon doing;
trying to cateh cold?"”

“Hello, boy!" he answered. “I always
like to hear Christmas bells, for I fesl so
grateful to ourGod that he made the day a
possibility."”

I have never forgotten that remark and
the reverent manner in which it was ut-
tered. The erisp night air and the ringing
chimes impressed it vividly upon my mem-
orr. That dear, good friend, my father,
n,:eakj to me yet in those avords, even
thongh he, has gone to be with Him who
made Christmas a pousibility.

Geonce B. McCLELLAN.

NOT WHAT IT USED TO BE.

Secrotary Charles Foster Tells of the Merry
Chr Ce:! lons of His Boyhoo«d
~The Ples His Mother Baked —A Frolic
of Thirty-Six Hours.

Christmas is the one day in the year which
above nll others should be the oceasion of
family reunions and general rejoicing. It
is the mid-winter festival when we should
celebrate the fact that we are alive. T doubt
it there be & man living to-day who, having
attained the ripeness of middle age, does
not look back upon the simple manuver in
which Christmas was celebrated 30 or 40
years ago and compars it to the present de-
?adc very much to the disadvantage of the

atier.

The pleasantest Christmas I ever passed
was at my old home in Ohio when I wasa
boy, with no idea ot the honors aad respon-
sibilities of life. I remember one oceasion

A Stoeling Capacious, Eeseeching and Wide—

‘(Beétter far than theso trinklets plled np so

But I never could ecateh him, in secrecy

o '
Though  whon morning arrived my broad
stooking was filled. ¥

There were candies, and jewsharps, tops,

Jnoknives and balls:
Buc ;l.a; fruitfullest present my [ancy re-
a

profuse,

Bettor far than tha quarto size book
“Mother Goose' j}—

Was tho swiir, sseel shold sled, on which
Mabel and I

Coasted down the long hill asn swallow
might fiy. :

Ehe m: IIE'I:I. on my lap, my first sweotheart
Ol ot

And I held her sofs hand so 1t might not be
eald,

And her cheek came 80 near my lipsas we

eped
That I hel her much better to ® on
the ll‘:i.d ' -

The moun‘:aln-hlzh hill was too short I soon
oun
I wished if.'mlgh: clrenit the planet around;

; LR
And Climb Up With a Kise.

But nniee it would not the most consummate
N8 )
Was t: upset the sled and elimb up witha
188,

Dnmzl Mabel, your face and your fizure so

mir,

Yonr rosy red lips and that sflken soft hafr,

Still run throogh my memory, thoagh the
hall is nol said;

And l':rls:: ou were hiere and I had baock
the sl

Lack of lame and great fortune 1 would not
deplore

Were you fast in my arms on that hillside
03c0 more! JoxL Bexrox,

MRS. LOGAN'S CHRISTMAS TREE.

The Joys of the Day in Her Father's House
Long Years Ago.

With me the memory of the Christmas
holidsys of my ehild and girlhood will ever
be one of the most saered and sweet of my
life, from the larks of the school children,
when I was one of them, inbarring in oront
the teacher till he or she gave us a holiday
and a treat, to the blessed Christmas moro-
ing when we all flaw into father and
mother's room seresming *‘Merry Christ-
mas!" to find the 13 pairs of well-filled
stoekings hanging round the broad old fire-
place, and to receive the warm embraces of
those revered and indalgent parents,

I can never forget the happy hours that
followed in displaying our treasures, nor
ecoming to the table to see iather and
mother open the numberless packages that
we used to prepare for them!

The hours that we brothers and sisters

ﬁdliﬂ" .:idtrh‘u: luf- )
pul et of ¢
that :En our fricn;:?l' i -
How well we remember the
wood fire 1n ht.lu ample old

of before
m:rppopmn i:‘.lm

LET ME SER YOUR FACR

lnoked at the stranger, and when he raised
himself trom the hearth he said: **Who are

ou, William? Where do you come from?"
&'I:en the man looked at his master, looked
straight into bis eves, and the "Squire trem-
bled and went closer. “Let me see you,”
he sald hioarsely. “Let me see your face!”
And the pew man said, soltly:

“¥ather!"

And the "Squire told uns that something
within him laughed jovously, and that he
felt as if it was growing dark, bat that in
the shadows he heard a voice saying
“Fnther, torgive me!"” and that then he ha
to speak, and the words, the only words he
could say were:—'‘Forgive thee, Willy!
I torgave thee many a vear azo!” and with
that he eame to himsell fully and he was
sitting in his chair and & fine youug eavalry
officer was kneeling at his knee and the

«servant in the smook frock had disnppeared,

and bhe asked, quickly, “Where is my
Willy?

. Then he found ont that Willy had only
put on the smoek frock tosee if Willy
would be welcome for Willy's own sake;
for he had become a grent soldier, and had
been with Sale and Polloek, and had taken
his full sbare in all the bruve deeds that had
been done that famous year in India

The company were dancing *‘Money-
musk” under the holly nnd mistietos boughs
when the 'Squire snd his handsome son
came into their presence again. And all
the lovely young girls luoked at him, and
some of tne mwarried women, rememberin

Ghis face, broke the dauce up with e gla

ery, and surrounded both the inther and the
son with nolsy joy. But I noticed that
Wiily very soon to the side of the
beautiful “Adelaide Plessy and said some-
!hin% to her in & whisper, and she smiled af
him for reply and gave him her haod. And
aiter that Chistmas really began, and the
singing and dancing and feasting and
frolicking that had been only & social neces-
sity brcame something very much different
acd n? mueh bappier.

It is forty-nine years ago, and vet but a
few months ginee 1 met a gray hai
woman who had bsen iy companion at
Broom, and she reealled with me every
emotion and eveat, and added:

“Yes, they were marri Willy and
Adelaide, and though some of us have been
Imrtuxoorly used since, as far as I know they
1i happily ever afterward.”

* AMELIA E BARR

Funny Accldent That Befoll I—Spolling
the Wine for Danlel Webster — Tha
Obristmas! What a flood of memories
the word revives. To tell of the happiest
Christmas I ever experienced is almost an

little boy then, but the ‘dsy is im.
my memory ‘by a mishap

forgotten, Who bas nos

when the sleighing was excellent—Iit was
about the winter of "40-"50, I think—when
we were all together at the old home, Noth-
ing can ever efface the memory of that day
from my mind, for to us it began on the
evening before and ended the morning
atter December 25,

I ean sne the old kitchen now whera we
spent Chrisimas Eve together, cracking
nats, puiling eandy, with a pitecher of
mulled eider on the tabls, while the smoke
begrimed walls and aeillngh of the gquaint
old room mng with laaghter and light-
hearted frolic. There was, of course, the
usual contingent of fiddles—we nevercalled
them violine in thoss da nd when the
nuts were eracked and the eandy pulled the
| floor was cleared and tun ran riot in that
old houss until nearly daylight. We
danced, we sang, we told stortes, we plaved
the good old-fushioned kissing games like
“Soan-and-Cateh-"em,””  “The Needle's
Eve,” “Postoffice” and a dozen others that
I have forgotten, and the old folks enjoyed
them just as mueh as the young ones.

It was pearly darlight when we went to
bed, but we were up and at it again bright
and early Christmas morning just the same.

I remembsr that there were a few Simple
presents exchanged, but in those days such
things were given more as mementos than
tor the purpose of demonstrating the status
of the donor's fortune, as seems to be the
eugtom now. The presents that pleassd me
most on the oecasion to which 1 refer were
& pair of suspenders from my father and
some soft, thick mittens from my mother.

The morning was spent in talking over
the glorious time of the preceding night and
in laoghing, cimtting, playing jokes and
telling stories,

Then dinner! -

What a gathering it was, to be surel The
table in olﬁ‘in.lr nse was not hsif large
enough to seat the company or to accommo-
date the viands, and our ingenuity 'llJ!ut
| to the test to make it larger. What a din-
::; it was! Tgep was wild ttll!rka:r. ;:tﬁn,

bit pie an with vegetables
gnloﬂ.,Pmnllul oich, ten and coffes and such
riu as only & man’s mother ever succesded
n manuincturing. I don’t think a woman
ever learns to make & pie until she has a son
who is old enongh to appreciate it.

Atier dinner nobody wanted to move;
everybody hat eaten too much. Graduoally,
however, digestion got in its work and we
came to life azain, In the middle of the
afternoon we boys got the horses and sleighs

ready. That consisted in filling the boxes
with straw and buffalo ro placing the
boxeson traverse sleds and hitehirg four

horses to each outfit. Then we went from
hotse to house, pleking up all the boys and

irls in the neighborhood and piling them
nto the boxes pell-mell.

I can hear those sleigh bells now—some
of them were cow bells to be sure—I can
hear the shouts of laughter, the singing,
the lrit:g sayings; I can feel the fun of that
day to this hour.

What a ride we had, covering sbout 20
miles! One rig was overturned in asnow
bank, and it looked for an instant as theugh
a dozen enterprising barbers had begun
busingss in that on. We dog the girls
uuz however, put back in their sleigh
and drove on, bappy, merry, full of life and

Wo reashod cur destination about dark.

Another incident whieh I have to recail, -

we danced and frolicked nearly all night

There was a su , too, of baked beans,
cold turkey, mlJ‘ ?:t:ou. bread and butter,
ie—such p'i coffee

P .

It was broad daylight when we home.
That Christmas was 36 hours lo:::nd it
was the happiest one I ever spent.

CrarLes FosteER

NERO AND THE BABY.
Edith Sesstons Tapper Tells of s Fright She

1 think the happiest Christmas of my life
was brought me by ababy and mdog. It
was 8 curious storw. I was spending the
holidays at my old home inthe country,
We were preparing for a genuine old-fash-
iomed family Christmas, with turkey, plum
pudding, minee pies, tree and presents ga-
lore. All the sinters, brothers and consina
were there; a delightfal air of expectaney
brooded over evervthing: mysterions whis-
pers snd & continual exchange of confidences
were going on,

The altogether most delighful feature of
the occasion was the presenca of little
Eleanore, the first baby of the entire cirzle,
who was bowed down to and worshiped by
uncles, sunts and consios. She was a lovely
child; not a beauty, but winsome and charm-
ing, brim full of mischief and possessimg
quaint iittle ways all her own.

8he was just beginning to talk, and her
funny little gibberish was a never ceasing
fund of amusement. Of course she was
greatly interested in ths Christmas prepara-
tions, and watched the srrangement of the
evergreens and wreaths with childish de-

matines and evening performance in re-
calling avecdotes and events of our youth
sod ip discussing theatrical matters, for my
friend had hecome a mapager of considera-
ble reputation. Alter a bird and our last
bottle preparatory to thy night's pertorm-
ance my friend wade & wager.

*“Now, Neil, you play in Boston next
Christmas Dsv, I believe,” said he. “Well,
I'll invite you to a spresd at Del’s on that
day, and 1l bet you don’t keep the en-
gagement, and it's only a short run from
Baston to New York at that.”

Not for a moment thinking of my mati-
nee performance in Boston, and the short
time that woyld leave me ior a run to New
York, I at once made the bet, naming n{
own hour, 7:30 A s, for onr breakfast.
agreed, if I failed 10 keep my appointment,
on the following Christmas Day, the one
we nre now anprosching, to lay covers for
my Iriend and ten others he might name

d I keep the appointment?

Ot course I did. 1 left Boston at mid-
night lass Christmas Eve, aud was st Del-
monico’s at 7:30 o'clock sharp to meet wy
friend.

Did I enjoy the repast?

Ot course I did It was the best that gold
could proecure. DBut [ didn't leave Delmon-
ico's till it was toc late to eatch my ex-
presz.  Every moment I stared in New
York Jessened the possibility of my playing
that matinee in Boston. A Christmos Day
matinee is worth tor the “‘County Fair' in
Boston abous $1,000, and then, too, I would
not have disappoinied my audienca for five
times §1,000 on a Christmas Day. I had ar-
ranged to make the matines hour 3 o'clock,
as a matter of businens.

I chartered an engine from the consoli-
dated rail and st half-past 9 left the
Grand Cen depot to make the Hoston
Theater at 3 o'clock or a quarter-past 3
o'clock at the Iatest. We were following

THERE LAY BABY AND THE DOO.

light. Thers was another interested spee-
tator that was ever with her—Nero—agreat,
ugly-faced mastiff He was a severe
sort of du%. having great regard for his
personal dignity and allowing very few
familiarities But that blessed baby was
his tyrant. She rode him. She puiled his
enrs and tail; she fell asleep with her curiy,
blond head pillowed on his side, and Nero
bore all with a resigned stoicism which was
sublime. He constituted himself her body
gunrd and followed her constantly.
*We arenot gpoing to have evergreen:

the express and the track was kept clear for
us right through,

“If we cun catch that express I'll put you
aboard and lay over at New Haven,” said
the engineer ns we flew alonz.

::?m uhu;ll 30 niinum.bahend?” ;

rue,”” he replied, *'but there is & possi.
bility of her getting & hot box and lagging
a little on the way,  She is heavily loaded
with Christmas homegoers and won’t make
time. I'll try it anyway.”

I have heard of t rans made by old
Comwodore Vanderbilt and other famous

enough for the ceiling," d
Eleanore's pretty mamms, who was chair-
woman of the Commitiee on Decoration,
‘gnd vou, Teddr, must go and get a for
more. Youare absolutely of no use here,
and you might as well help us out.”

I grumbled over leaving & glowing open
fire and an interesting novel, but there wa:
no help forme. I was informed that !
could not be an idler and cumberer of the
ground at such a time as thix

“And youn might as well take Elsanor
with you,” suggested her mother; *‘the
ground is smooth, and it will do you'good
to push a baby earriage.”

o the child was wrapped in fors and we
set oulgior the woods, quite & mile from the
house.  Nero started to attend us
= “Gao back, sir,” I saild, stamping my foot,
T’y bad enough to tuke to the wooclyl with
a baby, bt I will not nave you tagging.”

He locked at me with an injured expres-
sion, but preserving his dignity under these
trying circumstances, returced sadly to the
house,

It was a clear, eold, bracing day. There
was no snow on the ground, only a slight

owdering on fences, twigs and nehes,
The walk and the exerciss of pushing
Eleanors's carringe set my cheeks azlow,
The baby coped and pratiled in delight
We enlered the pine woods, whose resinous
breath stole to my senses with refreshing
Irugrance.

1 gathered mome everzreens, and then
suddenly recalling a spot where the red tea-
barries were wont to grow, I tucked the
afghan eloser about the child and said:—

“Now, darling, sit still here a mioute
while aunty zoes to get some booful berries
for the baby."

She laughed and nodded. T left her,look-
ing back and thinking wimt a pictore she
was, nestled among her cushions and furs,
lier dear little face peeping out from her
quaint little brown hood.

1 couldn’t have bean away from her more
than ten minutex. When I enme back, my
hands filled with teaberries, lsnghing and
ealling to her, my heart gave a leap
and then stocd still—the carrizge was
empty.

I have not & distinct remembrance of
what happened. I can only reeail the
{rantie rush through the woods, sereaming
ber name, looking evervwhere, until worn
out and exhausted, I flung myself on the
ground and burat into tears.

What conid I d0? How counld I ever re-
turn to the houge and the child’s mother?
In despair I pictured the scenme, the re-
Bmehe;, the hunt, Ah, where would we

od our darling? How would we find her?

In agony Istarigd to my feet, hurried
back to the empty baby carringe and set
out for home. I waguely noticed that it
was nearly supsst. Night coming on, aad
somewhere in those awful, dim, mysterious
woods was a tender little ehjld wandering
alope, suffering, dying, perhapw.

They told me afterward that whea I
stazgered into the house I was like a dead
woman. I ecould not speak, but pointed
silentiy to the empty carringe. And then
someone—was it Eleanore’s mother 7—mer-
cifully took me by the haod and led me
into the parlor. The tree was a thing of
beauty, a-glitter with dainty banbles, tapers
and tovs. They were all there in a group,
surveyiong it—and there on the fur rog, be-
fore the glowing, open fire, lay a big, black,
dignifia’ dog, and with her head mllowed
on his shoulder, fast asleep—Eleanore !

“Why! why! how!' I stammered; and
then, as the room got black and evervbody
seemed floating away, someone said:

“Don’t, Teady, dear! It was all right
Nero brought ber home. We were only
worried about yon.""

And some way I found myself on the rugz,
my arms abott the baby aod the dog, weap-
ing like & ehild from very bappiness aud
gratitude.

That was a happy Christmss

Epite Sessioxs Turrer

A FAST RIDE FOR A WAGER.

How Neil Burgess Almost Lost His Life to
Win s Dinner He Wil Eat To-Day—
Speed of n Chartered Engine—The Aecl-
dents.

A red letter Christmas Day in my exist-
ence was one year ago. 1 wiil remember it
the fongest day I live, for in s race to win
s bet I nearly lcst my life. It happened
like this:

Two years ago, when the ‘“County Fair™
was on at Union Square Theater, New
York, I met an old boyhood friend after

railrosders, and I have ridden on fast trains
mwysell all over the world, but that engine
didn’t seem to touch the rails atall. Ial.
most imagined her cutting across lots
through tLe woods and barren fields; my
head was dizzr, but I clong to the cab seat
and ennght an oecasional breath.

“We'll eatch the express at New Ha-
ven,” said the smiling engineer as he pat-
ted the lever of his elegant machine. **We'll

the expross. "

I was trying to catch my breath and could
nmly gasp out my reply, “I h-o-p-e so.

“'.

As we were nearing Milfon, a town sbont
20 miles from New Haven, our mishaps be-
gan. First we ahorse over a ten-foot
tenes, and then, near West Haven, we
smashed a farmer's wagon, The larmer’s
horse balked just clear of the track, and he
wouldn’t budge, even when we whizzed
down upon him, The farmer jumped just
in time. We sped on, for we had not taken
life, and I ventured to gasp out:

“How much will this trip cost me?"”

“You're alive, ain’t vou?" sang out the
engineer as he ordered his feeder to shovel
in more eoal

Five miles from New Haven we sighted a
bandcar on the track aliend. We had juss
passed a curve aund couldn't stop in time,
We whistled snd whistled, and the car men
i umBed off iato the diteh

“Duck your head,” shouted the engineer.

“Now, Duck Your Head"

We ploughed through that big hand car
loaded with tools and railroad parapher-
nalia. Axesand crowbars flew about that
cab, and the cannonade lssted, it scemed to
me, fully two minntes, All the glass inthe
eab was shuttered, and what was leit of the
car was seattered about the fialde We had
to stop this time to make some needed re-
paira  Thecollision had nearly thrown the
engine off the track, but the great speed a1
which we were running saved us

Did T eateh the exprees?

Yes, siv'ee. The train was delayed st
New Haven, and 1 sctually had time for
luncheon there. I bought a ¢ouple of bot-
tles for that engineer—the coolest man I
erer mer. we had run into ariverI
really believe he would have quistly sung
out:

“*Say, dock vour head, we'rs in for it"™

1 nzeived the bill the next dav, hut won’t
say how much it cost me to settie it. This
Christmas Day I take dianer with myjfriend
in New York, and instead a! paying for ten
of his friends he pays for ten of mine,

NEIL BURGESS,

60 HOME ON CHRISTMAS
Elizabeth Stuart Phelps Tells a Talo of o

Boarding Hoose nnd Dissecting Room

That Tins 5 Moral—An Artist Spoils »

Day.

We were in a city whose name is of no
consequence, at & bosrding house whose
address 1 have long sinee lorgotlen—two
young women, sufficiently fawiliar with
deur and comfortable homes, and, fortu-
nately or unfortunately, strangers o the
miseries of boarding house life. My friend
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others' Homes for & good timo and to play | some time been given s drum by bis | Xt wasa ball that had been warmed | the matines performance on Christmas | was a medical student in a university
games of forfeit and chanos: 1 dearest friend and olosest con for us, and lﬁ$ craping of fiddles, | Day. Our meeting wass joyous one in- | Whose code of hooor admitted women cor-
For genuine pleasure those times have | his father? The drum that I received then | the rattle of bones the plunk of banjos, | deed, and we spent the time between the | Gi8LIF and graduated chem well trained. I

was there for severs! reasons, nit for the
sake of the medical school, which
I never visited exeept to aceom-
pany my stodent home, and of whose
ghastly mreteries I had and have to this
day aq irrational horror. My friend’s turn
to disseet her portian of the “niaterial™ be-
fell her at the holidave We put the point
to a vote between us—iwo girls, and our
dog, the King Charles spaniel whase fate it
was (o share our exile—and deciled by &
majority of two against one to sacrifice our
vacation, spend Christmas in the beardiog
house, and by working steadily through the
recess finish the nnatomical task which
frowned before us. The dog pleaded for the
country—for the great white house, the
blazing open fires. the dear faces, the pors,
fiue air, the big garden, the sweep of snow=
lit fields, the glorious Borizon, and the
sleighrides through the wooded. roads and
dlpﬂinz hills of Andover. . But we sternly
took the hand of duty, or the thing which
hore that aspect to our minds, sud comtort=
ed the dog for his misfortene ia belongi;
to such couscientious women, and promi
him a Christmas dinuer of fried liver, and
tried to forgst how it looked In Andover,
‘and resolutely stayed by “the subject.™

It was a poor little pauper Irish girl, T
remembered—lawtul “material’” Nobods
bad elaimed her till the propér time was
over, and now, by the myterions law of
saerifice, it fell to her lot, as the last act of
her unknown earthily story, to teach the
solemn science of lifa and death to this
more fortunate woman. Years, sft
hundreds of suffering women ecailed her
blessed who comprssed her rare poweras a
healer—I like to ihink—partly by the
belp of that Irish panper girl and by the
surrender of those loat holidays

We sent off the Christmas packages and
wished we, wo, could be tied up and ex-
pressed home prepaid, and sighed or eried
ourselves to sleep according to our nature,
and woke, and it was Christmas moraiog,
and the big boarding hocse was astir,
tramping resilessly and homelessly up and
down stairs—and where were the dear, the
dearest voices, wishing that our Christmas
might be werry and our souls al peace?

We eame down to breskfass with sching
hearts, but smiling faces, as in holy duty
bound. All the boarders were up, a3 we
say, by which we wean that they were
down, all but one, an artist, not yet visible,
He bore an ancient and distinguished family
name, but he was not very popular in our
boarding house, cne could bardiv say whr.
. Our landiady’s daughter, & preity, gentle

rl, bad ingeniously contrived |0flf some
ittle gift at every plate upon the long
table. She was plme«'} with thie flutter. of
kind words and thunks which greeted her
thoughtiul effort to give to so many exiled
peopie & sease of home, and her young iuce
tlashed with pleasure

As we sat there chatting and smiling and
warming each other’s howesick hearis aod
hers as well as we could for Christmas’ sake,
the late boarder came down.

“Merrvy Christmas, Mr. " eried the
landlady’s daoghter. She tarned her sweet
trustful

face toward him witha hnpp{.
look. He stood for & moment black as &
eyelone. Then he broke forth: “Merry
Christmas I should say! It's cold enocugh
in my room to freezs ont—""

He mentioned a place 10 which one is
not inthe babit of slluding on Christmas
Day, and Qung himself down to his break-
fast awid a silence such asa mun might re=
call with a pang upon bis dying day.

That nighs when I drew the curtain I
stood for awhile and looked with Jess thaa
the usual shudder at the piazza roof whers
the Irish girl’s heart, in & jar of aleohol,
restel in the cold moonlight, painless and
calm. And I ssid:—

“Chila of ignorance, slesp weil You
have served a2 nobler end thas acy man who
trains his hand o ssored art while his one
educated soul is grovelling in blasphemw!"™

And Irom that day to this I have prayed
a separate holiday prayer: *“For all persons
doomied to board at Christmas time!™

Then, now aud forever, 1t is by what we
lose that we learn to value what we have
From that breakfast hour to this I have
kaown how tondd to my Litaasy, ‘‘Bless
God for home on Christmas Day!” And
thus ends the moral of this brief tale—Hol-
iday Law. 1II yun are in a home stay there,
If you have any to goto go thers, and thank
heaven aud pray pardoa for vour ssuls, if,
ont of madness, or o! folly, or'of thHat ig-
norance which is a componnd of both, you
obey not this saered clause in life’s long
code.

Erizanera Strart PRELPS WARD

JOYS OF THE FATHER.

Speaker Crisp Tells of the Pleasure of
Flaying Santa Claus for His Littie Ones
—Maosie of Childish Voldes st Peep of
Christmas Day.

HE happiest
Christmas days
_man ever experi-
ences are those oa
which his children
are gatherea around
him enjoving the
annnal invitation of
Banta Claus and the
joys he brings te
them in %0 many
and such varied
b forms,

Charles F. Cvigp. My own life has
been particularly happy in this respect,
sud, slthough shadows inlervene now be-
tween me and the place where the stock-
ings uvsed to hang, I can look back upom
those times with the perieet convieiion
that at no period in my existence have [
experieneed such perfect joy as when I conld
hiear the praitle of many ehildish voioss at
peep of day—voices that were impatiently
awaiting sunrise, longing eagerly for the
fire to be lighted in the nursery that they
might spring from their beds and hastea to
see what St. Nicholas had brought for their
e pjoyment.

o were six of those little folk born te
us within ten vearz As they stood in line,
side by side, their little hegds formed the
stepl dder to happiness over which any
father's fancy migh: climb with that ealm
enjorment whieh supersedes every other
worldly pleasure. -

Every Christmas Eve was a gala time in
our house then. It was a delight to con-
template their eazerness and iguocence, to
answer their multitudinous questions, to
indulge them in their raptures of expecta-
tion, to administer to the fond fmacies
which are all in ali to child life, all in all
to the fathers and ruothers of sueh ehildren

It was no small task to indues the Hitle
ones to retire Christmas Eve, but when at
last they were asleep the joys that 1 ageri-
enced in plaviag the part of Sants Claus
and in filling each little stocking' with
longed-for toys were greater, I know, than
any that ¢an ever come to me .

Now, even though sadness is mixed with
that precious season of the year, it will
ever remaina glorious event to e, for
with it eomes the memory of the days that
were. My own boyhood sinks into insig-
nificance in the eantempistion of the happy
Iaces, rosy cbeeks, sager voices and light
footsteps I Lave seen and heard around my
own fireside among my own children.

The father and mother of a family should
be the happiest peopla in the world at
Christmas time, even t some of the
merry voices may have been stilled by the
changes which time invokes, but when the
children are all there, lasghing, dasecing,
shouting, singing, running, staniping, blow-
ing borns and whistles and pounding drums,
words utterly fail to depiet the acme ol
bappiness a nt feels; the heart fulters
and is duib whea joy such as this becomes

Tiion.
'Igi»: In:piut Chiristmas days I ever lived
wore with my awn children, when 1 koew
CuanLes F. CrisP.

Can You Punctuate This?

A correspondent of the New York Sus, of
late date, sayw, print thess four lines with-
out punctustion and no one wounld believe
them, vet rightly puncinated they ars trued

Every Indy In every land :
lins twantiy nails on enon hand

Five aud twenty on hands and feok
This fs true w deceln

them to be bappy.




